mouth a little scornfully: 'The real work, of course, will be done
elsewhere.'

The pamphlets were not all French or German. Some were English,
Spanish, and Italian, and once an Arabic sheet found its way into the
mass. They were all on political economy, communism, various aspects
of social endeavour. Frossia conscientiously read the French and the
German ones, such as seemed good from the literary point of view, she
approved by pencilled notes on the margin. Later she might recognize
a familiar quotation in a well-trimmed Russian dress as it appeared on
a poster or in a decree. The subject-matter was far too technical for her.
Nobody ever came into the office. Occasionally she met the man
dropping his steel-rimmed spectacles on the stairs or in a passage. He
no longer recognized her. Comrade Bokina hardly ever came near her.
But this was work, some money came Frossia's way, her hours were
fruitfully occupied, and she asked for no more.

From Catherine Quay she would often stray back to Moyka or even
Vassily Island. The flat in Moshkov Lane was becoming airless in every
sense. Michael continued drifting about from day to day as though no
single issue of life were of any concern to him. He had talked about
escaping abroad, and Frossia did not spare him a luridly detailed
narrative about Anna's adventure. Then he stopped alluding to the
plan.

At the house in Moyka, Frossia felt happy. Now Pavel Pavlovich
was working hard at an exhibition picture of a miner in the sun, and
though inwardly Frossia deplored the faintly propagandist handling of
the theme, yet the thing absorbed her in its very vastness, its pagan
abandon; the miner was the son and heir of the sun, his hands clenched
in fury at the light all but blinding him, but the outward thrust of the
enormous, sharply muscled shoulders, the poise of the neck, the
upraised face, all had in them a joy which was almost akin to wrath, and
somehow made it sublime. The miner was no imitation of a Greek
athlete: he was pure Slav, Russian, he stood in the fields, the imple-
ments of his calling around him, steel gleaming in the wet green grass
under his feet. Pavel Pavlovich broke die tall grass with budding corn-
flowers.

'He ought to have made his sky blue,' complained Paulina Pavlovna.

'No.'

'But there is the sunlight------'

'Yes,' Frossia went  back  to  her  country days, 'but you will
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